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El Majo Discreto, by E. Granados 
(The Discrete Majo) 
Dicen que mi majo es feo. They say that my love is ugly, 
Es possible que si que lo sea. It is possible that this is so. 
Que amor es deseo que ciega Because love is desire that blinds 
y marea, and makes you dizzy , 
Ha tiempo que se que quien And the person who loves 
ama no ve. does not see. 
Mas si no es mi majo un hombre, 
Que por lindo descuelle ya sombre 
En cambio es discreto y guarda 
✓ Un secreto que yo pose en el 
Sabiendo que es fiel. 
Cual es el secreto que el majo 
guardo? 
Seria indiscreto contarlo yo, 
No poco trabajo costara saber 
Secretos de un majo con 
una mujer. 
Nacio en Lavapies. Eh! Ehl 
Es un majo un majo es. 
But even if my love is not a man, 
Who distinguishes himself by being 
handsome, 
At least he is discreet and guards 
A secret that I trust in him 
Knowing that he is faithful. 
What is the secret that the ma10 
guards? 
It would be indiscreet of me to tell. 
No little work would it cost to know 
The secrets of a majo with a women. 
He was born in Lavapies. Eh! Eh! 
He is a majo, a majo he is. 
Amor y Odio, by E. Granados 
(Love and Hate) 
Pense que yo sabria ocultar la 
pena mia. 
Que por estar en lo profundo 
No alcanzara aver el mundo. 
Este amor callado 
Que un majo malvado en mi alma 
d ./ encen 10. 
I ,1 I / Y no fue as1 porque el vislumbro 
El pesar o culto en mi 
I thought that I knew how to hide 
my pain. 
Since it was a very deep pain. 
I thought the world would not be able 
to see it. 
This quiet love 
That a villainous majo envoked in my 
soul. 
But it was not so because he caught a 
glimpse 
Of the pain hidden in me. 
(continued) 
Pero fue en vano que vislumbrara 
Pues el villano mostrose ajeno 
de que le amara. 
Y esta es la pena que sufro ahora: 
Sentir mi almo llena de amor 
Por quien me olvida sin que 
una luz alentadora 
Surja en las sombras de mi vida. 
But it was in vain that he saw my pain 
Because he ignored the love that l 
had shown him. 
And this is the pain that I suffer now: 
To feel my soul full of love 
For one who forgets me without any 
encouraging light 
Coming from the shadows of my life. 
El tra la la y el punteado, by E. Granados 
(The tra la la and the dotted) 
Es en balde majo mio que sigas It is in vain, my dear, that you keep 
hablando. talking, 
Por que hay cosas que contesto Because there are things that I answer 
yo siempre cantando. always singing. 
Tra la la la la la la la la lal Tra la la la la la la la la la la la la ! 
Por mas que preguntes tanto ... 
Tra la la la la la la ! 
En mi no causas que branto 
Ni yo he de salir de mi canto ... 
Tra la la la la la la! 
Even if you keep asking so much ... 
Tra la la la la la la! 
You will not effect me 
and, low and behold, I must sing my 
song .... 
Tra la la la la la la! 
La Maja Dolorosa, by E. Granados 
(The Delirious Maja) 
Ay majo de mi vida, no no tu no Ay majo of my life, no no you have 
has muerto: not died; 
Acaso yo existiese si f uera eso cierto? Would I exist were that true? 
Quiero loca besar tu bocal I want to know your lipsl 
Quiero segura gozar mas de tu I want to be able to know more of 
ventura 
Ay! de tu ventura. 
Mas, Ayl, deliro, sueno, 
Mi majo no e1iste, 
En torno mio el mundo lloroso 
esta y triste. 
A mi duelo no hallo consuelol 
Mas muerto y frio siempre 
el majo sera mio. 
Ayl siempre mio. 
your destiny 
Ay! or your destiny. 
But, ayl, I am delirious, I am dreaming 
My majo does not exist, 
All around me the world is weepy 
and sad. 
To my pain, I have no consolation! 
But dead and cold always 
the majo will be mine. 
Ayl always mine. 
"Les Berceaux" Gabriel Faure The ships 
words -Sully Prudhomme, translation -Sergius Kagen 
from 30 Faure songs -published by International Music Company 
Le long du quai, les grands 
vaisseux, que la houle 
incline en silence. Ne prennent 
pas garde aux berceaux que 
la main des femmes balance, 
mais viendra le jour des 
adieux, car il faut que les 
femmes pleurent, et que les 
homme qui leurrent! Et ce 
jour-la les grands vaisseaux, 
fuyant le port qui diminue, 
sentent leurs masse retenue 
par l'ame des lointains 
berceaux. 
Along the quays, the large 
ships, rocked sielntly by 
the surge do not heed 
the cradles which the 
women rock, 
but the day of farewells 
will come, and the inquisitive 
men must dare the horizions 
that lure them! And on 
that day the large ships, 
fleeing from the vanishing 
port, feel their bulk held 
back by the soul of the far-
away cradles. 
"Notre Amour" -Gabriel Faure Our Love 
words -Armand Silvetre, translation -Sergius Kagen 
from 30 Faure songs -published by International music Company 
Notre amour est chose legere, 
Comme les perfums que le vent 
Prend aux cimes de la foug~re, 
Pour qu'on les respire an rtvent 
Notre amour est chose legere! 
Notre amour est chose charmante 
Comme les chansons du matain, 
Ou nul regret ne se lamente, 
Ou vibre un espoir incertain ••• 
Notre amour est chose charmante! 
Notre amour est sacree, 
Comme les mysteres des bois, 
Ou tresaille une ame ignorfe, 
Ob les silences ont des vois; 
Notre amour est chose sacree! 
Notre amour est chose infinie, 
Comme les chemins des couchants, 
Our love is a light thing 
Like the perfumes which the 
Wind lifts from the fern 
To be inhaled in dreaming. 
Our love is a light thing! 
Our love is a thing with charm 
Like the songs of the morn 
With no expressions of regret, 
In which vibrates an uncertain 
hope ••• 
Our love is a charming thing! 
Our love is a sacred thing, 
Like the mysteries of the 
forest, 
Where a strange soul is 
trembling; 
Where stillness has a voice; 
Our love is a sacred thing! 
Our love is an infinate thing, 
Like the paths of sunsets 
<: Cop,tf. ~ 
I Ou la mer, aux cieux reunie, 
S'endort sous les soleils 
Panchants; notre amour est chose 
tternelle, comme tout ce que 
Dieu vainqueur a touche du feu 
Du son aile, comme tout ce qui 
Vient du coeur; notre amour 
Est chose eternelle! 
Where the sea united with 
the skies, 
Slumbers under declining suns; 
Our love is an eternal thing, 
Like all things thst Almighty 
God has touched with the fire 
Of his wing, like all that 
Comes from the heart; 
Our love is an eternal thing! 
"La lune blanche luit dans les bois" -Gabriel Faure 
The white moon shines in the forest 
words -Paul Verlaine, translation -Sergius Kagen 
La lune blanche luit dans bois; 
De chaque branche part une vois, 
Sous la ram~e, 
O bien-aim~e! 
L'~tang reflete profond miroir, 
La silhouette du saule noir 
ot le vent pleure. 
R~vons, c'est l'eure! 
Un vaste tandre apaisement 
Semble descendre du firmament 
Que l'astre irise; 
C'est leure exqise. 
The white moon shines in 
the forest; 
From every branch comes forth 
a voice, 
Under the foliage, 
Oh beloved! 
The pond reflects a deep 
mirror, 
The silhouette of the dark 
willow 
Where the wind is weeping. 
Let us dream this hour! 
A vast and tender calm 
Seems to descend from the 
firmament, 
Which the orb clads 
in rainbow colors; 
This is the exquisite hour. 
,, 
Nacht und Traume 
Hielge Nacht, du sinkest nieder; 
Nieder wallen auch die Traume, 
Wie dein Mondlicht durch die RKume, 
Durch der Menschen stille, stille Brust . 
Die belauschen sie mit Lust; 
Rufen, wenn der Tag erwacht: 
Kehre wieder, heilge Nacht! 
Holde Tr~ume, kehret wieder! 
Liebe schwarmt auf alien Wegen 
,, 
Liebe schwarmt auf alien W egen, 
Treue wohnt ffrr sich allein; 
Liebe kommt euch rasch entgegen, 
Aufgesucht will Treue sein. 
Du bist die Ruh 
Du hist die Ruh, der Friede mild, 
Die Sehsucht du, und was sie stillt . 
Ich weihe dir voll Lust und Schmerz 
Zur Wohnung bier mein Aug und Herz. 
Kehr ein bei mir, und schliesse du 
Still hinter dir die Pforten zu. 
Trieb andem Schmerz aus dieser Brust! 
Voll sei dies Herz von deiner Lust. 
Dies augenzelt, von deinem Glanz 
Allein erhellt, o Rill es ganz! 
Night and Dreams •• 
Holy Night, thou art descending . 
Dreams too, are floating downward , 
Like thy moonlight through the space, 
Through the quiet hearts of men . 
They behold it with joy, 
And call aloud when the day breaks : 
Return again, Holy Night, 
Sweet dreams, return again! 
Love Wanders on Every Road•• 
Love wanders on every road, 
Fidelity lives by herself alone : 
Love advances swiftly to meet you, 
Fidelity must be sought. 
Thou Art Rest ·· 
Thou art rest and gentle peace, 
Thou art longing, and that which stills it. 
I consecrate to thee, with my joys and griefs, 
As thy dwelling-place, my eyes and heart . 
Enter into me and close thou 
The gates softly behind thee : 
Drive other griefs from this breast, 
Let this heart be filled with thy joys . 
My world of sight thy radiance 
Alone can illuminate . 0, fill it to the full! 
•• English translations by Gerard Mackworth-Young 
from "Schubert, 200 Songs in three volumes, vol. 1 "; 
pub/. by Jntemational Music Company 
Vaga lun~ che inargenti Bellini 
Vaga luna che inargenti 
Pretty moon. who makes-silvery 
Quste rive e questi fiori 
These shores and these flowers 
Ed inspiri agli elementi II linguaggio dell'amor; 
And inspires to-the elements The language of-the-love; 
Testimonio or sei tu sola Del mio fervido desir, 
I-tell now are you only Of-the my fervid desire, 
Ed a lei che m'innamora 
And to you that I-am-falling-in-love 
Conta i palpiti e i sospir. 
Count the palpitations and the sighs . 
Dille pur che lontananz.a fl mio duol non puo lenir. 
Tell-her then that distance The my sorrow not can to-assuage. 
Che se nutro una speranz.a. Ella e sol. si. 
That if I-feed a hope. She is only, yes. 
Ella e sol nell'avvenir. 
She is only in-the-future. 
Dille pur che giorno e sera 
Tell-her also that day and evening 
Conta l'ore del dolor. 
I-count the-hours of-the grief. 
Che una speme lusinghiera Mi conforta nell'amor. 
That a hope enticing me comforts in-the-love. 
.. 
/ie Schone Mullerin, Op.25 
Franz Sdmbert (1797-1828) 
Text cf Wilhelm Muller 
1. DAS W ANDERN 
Das W andern ist des Miillers Lust, 
Das Wandem! 
Das muss ein schlechter Miiller sein, 
Dem niemals fie! das Wandem ein. 
Das Wandem! 
Vom Wasser haben wir's gelemt, 
Vom Wasser! 
Das hat nicht Rast bei Tag und Nacht, 
1st stets auf Wanderschaft bedacht . 
Das Wasser! 
Das sehn wir auch den Radem ab, 
Den Ra"dem! 
Die gar nicht geme stille stehn. 
Die sich mein Tag nicht miide dreh'n, 
Die Rader! 
Die Steine selbst, so schwer sie sind, 
Die Steine! 
Sie tanzen mit dem muntem Reih'n 
Und wollen gar noch schneller sein. 
Die Steine! 
0 Wandem , wandem , meine Lust, 
OWandem! 
Herr Meister und Frau Meisterin , 
Lasst mich in Frieden weiterziehn, 
Und wandem! 
2. WOHIN 
lch hort' ein Bachlein rauschen, 
Wohl aus dem Felsenquell , 
Hinab zum Tale rauschen 
So frisch und wunderhell. 
Ich weiss nicht, wie mir wurde, 
Nicht. wer den Rat mir gab, 
lch musste auch hinunter 
Mit meinem Wanderstab. 
Hinunter und immer weiter, 
Und immer dem Bache nach, 
Und immer frischer rauschte 
Und immer heller der Bach. 
1st das denn meine Strasse 7 
0 Bichlein, sprich, wohin 7 
Du hast mit deinem Rauschen 
Mir gam berauscht den Sinn. 
Was sag ich denn vom Rauschen? 
Das kann kein Rauschen sein: 
& singen wohl die Nixen 
Tlef unten ihren Reihn. 
Lau singen, Gesell. lass rauschen, 
Und wandre frohlich nach I 
& gehn Ja Muhlenrider 
In jedem klaren Bach. 
l. TRAVELLING 
To travel is the miller's joy, 
To travel! 
He must be a sorry miller 
Who never had an urge to travel, 
To travel! 
From the water we have learnt it, 
From the water! 
Which has no rest by day or night, 
And is ever bent on travelling, 
The water! 
We get it from the mill-wheels too, 
The mill- wheels! 
Which cannot bear to keep still 
But tum untiring all day, 
The mill-wheels! 
Even the millstones, heavy though they are, 
The millstones! 
They dance in a lively roundelay 
And want to go ever faster, 
The millstones! 
0 travel , travel, my delight! 
0 travel! 
0 my master and mistress , 
Permit me to go on in peace 
And travel! 
2. WHITiiER 
I heard a brooklet rushing 
From its spring in the rocks , 
Rushing down to the valley 
So fresh and wondrously clear. 
I know not how it befell me, 
Nor who counselled me, 
But I too had to go down the hill, 
With my walking-staff. 
Downwards and ever onwards, 
And ever following the brook; 
And ever fresher and brighter, 
The brook went rippling . 
Is that, then. my road? 
0 brooklet, say ... whither? 
You with your rippling 
Have quite bemused my senses. 
"Rippling" do I say? 
That is surely no rippling, 
It must be water-nymphs singing 
Their roundelays in the depths. 
Cease singing , my friend, cease rippling, 
And follow blithely on! 
There are mill-wheels turning 
In every limpid brook. 
3 . HALT! 
Eine Miihle seh ich blinken 
Aus den Erlen heraus. 
Durch Rauschen und Singen 
Bricht Radergebraus . 
Ei willkommen . siisser Miihlengesang . 
Und das Haus , wie so traulich ! 
Und die Fenster, wie blank! 
Und die Sonne, wie helle 
Vom Himmel sie scheint! 
Ei. Bachlein , liebes Bachlein . 
War es also gemeint? 
4 . DANK.5AGUNG AN DEN BACH 
War es also gemeint . mein rauschender Freund? 
Dein Singen, dein Klingen , war es also gemeint? 
Zur Miillerin bin! So lautet der Sinn. 
Gelt, hab ich 's verstanden 7 Zur Miillerin bin! 
Hat sie dich geschickt? oder hast mich beriickt 7 
Das mocht ich noch wissen. ob sie dich geschickt. 
Nun wie 's auch mag sein. ich gebe mich drein: 
Was ich such, hab ich funden , wie's immer mag 
sein . 
Nach Arbeit ich frug, nun hab ich genug, 
Fiir die Hande. furs Hene. vollauf genug ! 
5 . AM FEIERABEND 
Hitt ich tausend Arme zu riihren ! 
Konnt ich brausend die Rader fiihren ! 
Konnt ich wehen durch alle Haine ! 
Konnt ich drehen alle Steine ! 
Dass die schone Milllerin merkte meinen 
treuen Sinn! 
Ach wie ist mein Arm so schwach ! 
Was ich hebe, was ich trage , 
Was ich schneide. was ich schlage, 
Jeder Knappe tut mir's nach. 
Und da sitz ich in der grossen Runde, 
In der stillen. kiihlen Feierstunde. 
Und der Meister spricht zu alien: 
"Euer Werk hat mir gefallen". 
Und das liebe Madchen sagt 
Allen eine gute Nacht . 
6. DER NEtx;IERIGE 
lch frage keine Blume, 
Ich frage keinen Stem: 
Sie konnen mir alle nicht sagen. 
Was ich erfuhr so gem •. 
Ich bin ja auch kein Gartner. 
Die Sterne stehn zu hoch; 
Mein Bachlein will ich fragen, 
Ob mich mein Hen belog. 
0 Bichlein meiner lie be. 
Wie bist du heut so stumm ! 
Will ja nur Elnes wissen, 
E1n Wortchen um und um. 
3. STAY! 
I see a mill gleaming 
Among the alder trees. 
Through the rushin~ and singing 
Comes the rumble of wheels . 
0 welcome , sweet song of the mills! 
And the mill-house, so cosy . 
And its windows. so clear! 
And the sun, how brightly 
It shines down from heaven! 
0 brooklet , lovely brooklet. 
Was it meant to be so? 
4 . THANK.5 TO THE BROOK 
Was it meant to be so, my rippling friend? 
Your song, your music . was it meant to be thus 7 
"To the maid of the mill" , it seemed to say; 
Now , have I heard it correctly? "To the maid of the 
mill" . 
Did she direct you? Or have you bewitched me? 
I would like to know that, did she direct you 7 
Well. however it may be. I am content. 
What I seek , I have found. however it may have 
happened . 
I asked for work , and now I have enough 
For both hands and heart . .. yes, more than enough. 
5. THE HOUR OF REST 
0 that I had a thousand arms to move ! 
That I could , roaring , drive the mill-wheels! 
That I could blow through every woodland! 
That I could turn every millstone! 
That the miller's fair daughter would mark my 
devotion! 
Alas! how weak is my arm! 
In loading and carrying, 
In sawing and felling, 
Every apprentice is my equal. 
And thire I sit with the whole company, 
In the still , cool hour of rest , 
And the master says to all: 
"I am pleased with your work"; 
And the lovely maiden bids 
Us all a good-night . 
6. THE EAGER QUESTIONER 
I ask it of no flower, 
I ask it of no star: 
None of them could tell me 
What I would so gladly learn. 
I am no gardener. either, 
And the stars are too high above, 
So I will ask my brooklet 
Whether my heart has deceived me. 
0 brooklet dear, 
How mute you are today! 
I would know one thing only .•• 
One word again and again. 
l'IEUGIERICE (continued) 
heisst das eine Wortchen , 
.1as andre heisset nein, 
Die beiden Wortchen schliessen . 
Die game Welt mir ein . 
0 Bichlein meiner Liebe , 
Was hist du wunderlich! 
Will's ja nicht weiter sagen . 
Sag, Bachlein , liebt sie mich? 
In a limpid brooklet, 
Meffily spccdi11g, 
A piayfu.i rrouc 
Shot past like an arrow. 
I stood on the bank, 
Watching with happy ease 
The lively little fish 
Swimming in the cle~r bmolc. 
A fisherman with his rod 
Was standing there on the bank, 
Cold-bloodedly watching 
The fish dart to and fro ... 
"So long as the water remains clear", 
I thought, "He will not catch the trout 
With his rod". 
But at last the thief 
Could wait no more. 
With guide he made the water muddy , 
And, ere I could guess it, 
His rod jerked, 
The fish was floundering on it, 
And my blood boiled 
As I saw the betrayed one . 
6 . TI-IE EAGER QUESTIONER (continued) 
"Yes" is the one little word . 
The other is "no": 
The two of them contain 
The whole world for me. 
0 brooklet dear , 
How strange you are! 
I won't repeat what you tell me. 
Say . brooklet . does she love me? 
F. Schubert 
RONDINE AL NIDO - Vincenzo de Crescenzo 
Under the eves of the old tower, 
as the almond tree blossoms, 
a friendly swallow has returned. 
Every year she returns, 
always on the same day. 
She crosses mountains and sea to get back here. 
Only love flees · 
and does not return. 
It makes you hope in vain, 
but it does return. 
It makes you hope in vain, 
but it does not return. 
In the soft twilight of evening 
springtime is passing. 
the swallow s chatter in their flight 
they are drunk with light and air. 
But I am sad and lonely. 
You do not cross mountains and sea 
to come back to me. 
My little one, 
you were my whole life, 
but you ran away, 
never to return. · 
you ran away, 
never to return! 
Monica Rosolen 
L'ALBA SEPARA DALLA LUCE L'OMBRA 
Daybreak separates darkness from light 
and my lust from my loving desire. 
0 sweet stars, it is time to die. 
A more divine love banishes you from the sky. 
Ardent eyes, o you sad stars never 
to return, dim and close in purity! 
I must die. I do not want to see the day, 
for love of the night and my dreaming. 
Enfold me, O night, in your maternal bosom, 
while the pale earth lies wet with dew. 
But let dawn be born of my blood 
and eternal sunshine of my brief dream! 
Gwyn Morris 
-
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